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Author's Notes: 
Figured another Hillel/Jack fic was needed. Based around their tour in Europe. Also I'd say a prequel to "Liquid 


Courage". 


Comments and questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


"What?.." Jack's voice grew incredibly soft as he spoke into the receiving end of the phone. 
The woman on the other end sighed. 


"Jackie don't sound upset, | mean come on you knew this was coming. This will be good for the both of us." The 


woman explained herself. 
"But..C-can't we work this out? Just can it wait till-" Jack was cut off by her. 


‘Its just putting off the inevitable, you'll be fine, besides I'm sure it'll be better for you now that you're a 


free man" She giggled. 

Jack didn't find anything funny about this situation, he felt his chest hurt, he could barely swallow 
"Jackie you still there? Jack?" The woman asked, since Jack suddenly grew quiet. 

"Yeah..." Jack's voice was soft again. 

The woman sighed. 


"Don't make this harder than it needs to be, I'll watch your apartment till you guys get back though. l'm not a 
complete heartless bitch." She explained hoping that that would cheer Jack up. 


"Gee thanks." Jack said in a mocking tone. 
"You're welcome, thanks for being so understanding Jackie." There was a smile in her voice, then hanging up. 
Jack just sat there on the edge of the bed, the dead dial tone ringing in his ear. 


Eventually he hung up the phone, some tears pricked the corners of his eyes. 


Over the past few days touring, the guys did notice something was off about Jack 

Unfortunately Jack wouldn't share the details, no matter how much poking and prodding they did 

Out of the three of them, Hillel was the most concerned, 

This was his best friend after all, Hillel and Jack had known each other since elementary school 

So if there was something wrong, Hillel was sure as hell going to get to the bottom of this. 

Hillel used the advantage of offering Jack to go out drinking 

Jack didn't exactly want too, he just wanted to go back to the hotel after their gig, and wallow in self pity. 
Hillel wouldn't take no for answer, not until he got to the bottom of this. 

After their equipment was loaded up, Hillel and Jack hung out at the bar. 


They were in some club in Düsseldorf, neither of them spoke German, but with enough hand gestures and 


pointing they managed to get a couple of beers. 

The two of them sat at a small table together, far in the back 
"What's wrong?" Hillel asked bluntly 

Jack's light blue eyes stared at his still full glass of beer. 
"Why do assume something's wrong?" Jack quipped back 

Hillel took a long drink from his glass. 

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 


"We're not stupid you know, you're acting odd, you won't go out, you just hole yourself in your room like a 
badger or something." Hillel explained. 


"If | tell you will you guys just.. Lay off then?" Jack asked. 

Jack took a small sip from his glass finally. 

"Depends, you know | never make promises | can't keep." Hillel chuckled softly. 

"Carol broke up with me a few nights ago.." Jack explained. 

Saying it aloud did make him feel a bit better to say the least. 

Hillel looked a bit surprised hearing that. 

"Really?" Hillel shooked his head, "never liked her anyways." 

Jack pouted, "well | liked her.." he itched his head, his eyes down casting to the table. 

"Well how good can she exactly be, if she does that to her boyfriend on the road. She only did that, because 
she didn't want to face you Jack. Take this as something good, you don't deserve to be with someone who is a 
coward." Hillel explained. 

Hillel was right, and the way he explained himself was in a way truly caring for his friends well being. 


"I know.." Jack still had his eyes looking at the table. 


"l-I just don't get why." Jack said in a saddened tone, he rubbed his hands over his face. 


"Because you are a good guy Jack, people take advantage of that, she probably didn't like you weren't home. So 
you couldn't give her attention, sometimes it's simple like that for assholes." Hillel shrugged. 


Hillel's explanations, and reasoning did make a lot of sense thankfully. 

Maybe it helped ease Jack's broken heart. 

"lll be right back" Hillel smiled, then getting up from their table. 

Jack didn't mind, since he was babying his beer. 

Jack let out a heavy sigh. 

Hillel was right. 

She must have been good for nothing, what did he do to even deserve this? 

It's not like their relationship was on the rocks, all of this just seemed out of nowhere. 
Jack drank more as he contemplated. 

Just as Jack finished his beer, he realized Hillel was gone for a pretty long time. 

As he was about to look around for his friend, Hillel seemed to appear out of nowhere. 
Having two more glasses of beer in hand. 

"What took you?" Jack asked. 

"A few things, seeing as we only got one more night here, why not celebrate?" Hillel smiled. 
Jack didn't understand, but happily took the beer Hillel had offered him. 

Hillel set a couple of empty shot glasses on the table. 

Jack looked at them, then back at Hillel. 

Hillel was holding up a bottle of jager, smiling happily at Jack. 

Jack grimaced seeing that. 


"No." Jack shook his head. 


"Awww... Don't be like that.. Just a few shots?" Hillel tried to offer. 
| don't like that crap, I'll probably just throw up.." Jack grimaced. 


He hated jagermeister, and the licorice flavor it had, he knew Hillel loved the stuff, but there was no way he 
could stomach that. 


"That's why | got you another beer, to chase it down with." Hillel reasoned, the opened the bottle he got from 


god knows where. 

He poured them each a shot, which was filled to the brim. 
Jack glared at the shot, though soon his eyes shifted to Hillel. 
Hillel was giving him that kicked puppy look. 

Jack blushed a little. 

"Just ONE" Jack huffed. 


Hillel grinned, "of course~" He chuckled. 


"Easy Jack" Hillel sighed, he was holding Jack upright 

The left the bar, and had come back to the hotel, after many hours of drinking 

Jack had his head resting on Hillel's shoulder, he let out a small sigh. 

He was completely flush in the face from drinking, 

Also it was pretty obvious if Hillel wasn't holding Jack up, he'd be passed out on the floor already. 


Hillel switched on a light so they could see, it looked like Anthony and Flea were still out, or maybe crashing 


somewhere else. 
They all had to share this cramped room, and a full sized bed together. 


So seeing that they weren't here, was a bit relieving for Hillel. 


Not that he minded, but it was nice to have his own space every once and while touring. 
Hillel guided Jack over to the bed. 

Jack still had a pretty good hold on Hillel, he pulled him ontop of him when he fell back against the bed. 
Hillel was a little startled, when he was ontop of Jack now. 

Jack giggled a little, his face was still flush, his cheeks a light pink color. 

"Are you happy with yourself?" Hillel asked. 

Jack looked up at Hillel, his blue eyes soft around the edges. 

Hillel did feel something inside his chest flutter, when Jack was staring at him. 

Jack's arms were around his back, keeping him in place and holding him close. 

‘Im happy | have you.." Jack's voice was slurred and a touch tired. 

Hillel pressed his forehead against Jack's, he stared deeply at him. 

Hillel would blame it on the alcohol, at what he did next. 

He softly pressed his lips against Jack's. 

Jack didn't seem phased, in fact he let out a soft sweet sigh against Hillel's lips. 


Just as Hillel was about to pull away, Jack returned the kiss, it was just as soft and gentle as the one Hillel 
had given him. 


After that the two of them seemed to kiss each other at the same time, they briefly knocked their teeth 
together. 


It made the two of them laugh at their own clumsiness. 
They soon tried again, which turned out much better. 
Their kiss was slow. 


Jack used his hand to hold the nape of Hillel's neck, his fingers curling into Hillel's hair. 


Hillel let out a pleasant groan into Jack's mouth. 

Their kiss deepened. 

It was sloppy, Hillel licking the inside of Jack's mouth, while Jack himself moaned against him. 
Neither of them knew what this was. 

For Jack maybe out of loneliness, trying to quickly fill the space of a broken heart. 


For Hillel, being away from his own girlfriend for months, and needing to get off somehow or someway without 


feeling guilty about it. 

Jack swallowed thickly, he blushed darkly feeling Hillel touch his crotch. 

"Hillel." Jack's voice was very soft, possibly unsure. 

Hillel nuzzled against the side of Jack's face. 

"Say it again." Hillel sighed softly. 

Jack blushed more, "Hillel.." Saying his name again embarrassingly. 

Hillel touched him more, with Jack leaning into Hillel's hand as he groped him. 

Jack immediately turned his head away, when Hillel unzipped his jeans. 

Hillel nuzzled against him more, his hand stroking over Jack's cock through the thin material of his boxers. 
Jack felt embarrassed at how well.. Excited he got from Hillel touching him. 

His cock straining against his boxers, with Hillel giving him teasing strokes. 

It was enough to drive him crazy, only letting out small whimpers under his breath. 

Jack didn't dare say anything actually verbal, he wanted Hillel to stroke him faster. 

Hillel shifted his weight against Jack, unzipping his own jeans, and taking out his length. 

Jack turned all sorts of red in the face, when he happened to glance down to see what Hillel was doing. 


Hillel pulled back Jack's boxers, exposing his cock. 


He leaned over Jack more, they were practically chest to chest. 

Hillel took his own cock and Jack's holding them together, and started to stroke. 

Jack let out a small gasp under his breath, not expecting this at all. 

Jack lifted his hips into Hillel's hand. 

"Mh..." Hillel grunted under his breath. 

"Ah--hh.." Jack groaned, his hands fisting the sides of Hillel's jacket. 

Jack felt Hillel's hot breath against his neck. 

Jack had his eyes squeezed shut, this felt really good, he kept rocking his hand into Hillel's hand. 

Hillel pulled Jack into another kiss, it was open mouthed, it was sloppy. 

Did either of them care? 

Not really... 

Their slow drunken kisses were deep, they moaned in each other mouths. 

Sometimes kissing for too long they got slightly dizzy, from being short of breath. 

Hillel groaned into Jack's mouth, he came first. 

His come slicking against their cock's, with Jack whimpering when Hillel suddenly slowed down stroking him. 
Hillel let out a small sigh, he let go of his own cock, to give Jack full attention now. 

It wasn't long either till Jack finished, his voice cracked a little as he came messily across Hillel's fingers. 
Jack let his head fall back against the pillow catching his breath. 


Neither of them said anything, the two of them only letting out small pants, and sighs. Still reeling from their 
orgasm, and riding it out through their drunken haze. 


Jack's grip against Hillel's jacket slackened, thankfully. 


Hillel got up from the bed to wash his hands, and get ready for bed. 


Jack lied there for a while, just staring up at the ceiling, a warm feeling filled him up. 

He was tired. 

Jack turned his head watching as Hillel got undressed. 

"You sleeping in your clothes?" Hillel said, finally breaking the silence between them. 

Jack wasn't sure where he found it, but he managed to find the strength to sit up. 

He slipped out of bed, with Hillel catching him when he was about to fall over. 

Jack giggled, while Hillel shook his head. 

"Want me to help you? | don't trust you." Hillel propped Jack up again, when he was tipping over. 
That wouldn't hurt Jack thought. 

"Okie~" Jack smiled. 

Hillel shook his head again, letting out a heavy sigh. 

He helped Jack out of his jacket, then the layers of clothes he had on 

When Jack was finally stripped down to his boxers, Hillel tried ushering Jack to bed. 

"Need my jamma's.." Jack slurred, his footing was slow as he tried going over to his duffel bag. 
He almost fell face first, when he lost his balance. 

Hillel caught him again. 

Hillel dragged him back over to the bed, "sit" He ordered firmly. 

Jack sat on the edge of the bed, watching as Hillel dug through his luggage. 

Hillel found his pajamas, and handed them over to Jack. 

Jack gratefully took them, he put on his pants no problem, but his night shirt was giving him trouble. 
It had way too many buttons. 


Jack pouted, and let out a frustrated sigh, when he kept messing up, and the buttons were uneven, 


Hillel could have let Jack be, but he leaned over Jack. 

He fixed it for him, with Jack happily smiling up at him. 

"Go to bed" Hillel said. 

Since it felt like he was taking care of a toddler, a twenty-six year old drunk toddler. 

Jack slipped under the covers, cooing softly against the cool sheets. 

Hillel climbed in soon after, shutting off most of the lights. 

Jack curled up beside Hillel, his face nuzzling against his shoulder. 

Hillel looked over, seeing Jack breathing gently against him, his face still a light shade of pink from drinking. 
There was something sweet about seeing this. 


Hillel kissed him on the forehead, then turning in for the night himself. 


The End. 


